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AMERICAN  COLLEGE  FALLS 

BEFORE  ST.  JOE  ELEVEN 


FLYNN  AND  PISCHKE  PLAY  STELLAR  ROLES 


Fighting  desperately  in  the  last 
half  against  odds,  St.  Joe  scored  a 
complete  victory  over  their  heavier 
opponents,  American  College  of 
Physical  Education,  Chicago,  on  Sat¬ 
urday,  October  22,  by  the  close 
score  of  27-20.  American  College 
led  at  half  by  the  count  of  14-7 ; 
undaunted,  however,  St.  Joe  fought 
furiously  in  the  last  half,  register¬ 
ing  three  touchdowns  and  allowing 
the  enemy  but  one  in  what  proved 
to  be  the  greatest  come-back  staged 
on  our  gridiron  in  years. 

St.  Joe  won  the  game  by  great 
passes,  completing  ten  of  eighteen 
attempted,  for  an  aggregate  gain  of 
105  yards.  “Gip”  Fulton  safely 
landed  a  thrilling  thirty-yard  pass; 
O’Connor  caught  one  of  twenty,  and 
ran  the  remaining  twenty-five  yards 
for  a  touchdown.  The  main  strength 
of  American  College  lay  in  con¬ 
stant,  telling  plunges.  In  this  they 
excelled  our  squad,  but  in  forward 
passing  were  far  inferior,  complet¬ 
ing  four  of  nine  attempted. 

It  was  a  wonderful  spirit  that 
evidenced  itself  in  our  team;  every 
man  fought  with  unusual  determin¬ 
ation.  Captain  Flynn  and  Quarter¬ 
back  Pischke,  aided  by  Aldrich,  Hip- 
skind,  and  O’Connor,  were  directly 
responsible  for  all  of  our  points. 
On  the  defense  Donnellan,  Lielbert, 
Madison,  and  Lucke,  starred.  The 
rest  of  the  line  held  up  admirably 
under  constant  hammering. 

Flynn  at  fullback  undoubtedly 
played  the  very  best  game  of  his 
career,  gaining  122  yards  in  five 
great  runs,  registering  two  touch¬ 
downs,  and  frequently  intercepting 
or  spoiling  Chicago’s  attempted  pass¬ 
es.  At  quarterback  Pischke  estab¬ 
lished  a  reputation  both  by  his 
capability  of  engineering  plays  and 
in  landing  forward  passes.  Of  fifteen 
passes  from  Flynn,  Pischke  caught 
seven;  one  of  15  yards,  three  of 
ten,  while  the  remaining  three  net¬ 
ted  smaller  gains. 

First  Quarter 

Chicago  carried  the  ball  to  their 
30  yard  line  after  receiving  Flynn’s 
kick-off.  They  began  the  game 
with  a  rush,  plunging  through  our 
line  almost  at  will.  After  gaining 


three  first  downs  Chicago  executed 
a  thrilling  25-yard  pass.  On  the 
next  attempt  at  passing,  however, 
Madison  intercepted.  Aldrich  plow¬ 
ed  through  Chicago  for  12  yards. 
On  the  fourth  down  Flynn  punted, 
Chicago  receiving  the  ball  on  their 
20  yard  line.  After  gaining  con¬ 
siderable  ground,  Rogers  tore  around 
end  for  a  25  yard  run,  being  stop¬ 
ped  in  great  fashion  by  Pischke. 
Imimediately  afterwards  Chicago  suf¬ 
fered  a  20-yard  penalty  for  side¬ 
line  coaching. 

Neither  team  threatened  until  a 
few  minutes  before  the  whistle 
blew.  A  12  yard  pass  plus  a 
plunge  of  eight  yards  brought  Chi¬ 
cago  to  within  one  yard  of  goal. 
On  their  third  down  our  line  showed 
a  stone-wall  defense  and  held  Chi¬ 
cago  to  a  stand-still. 

Second  Quarter 

With  but  one  down  left  to  make 
the  yard  for  a  touchdown  Chicago 
hurled  themselves  against  our  line ; 
St.  Joe’s  defense  answered  nobly; 
seemingly  they  had  held.  But  after 
the  referee  had  pulled  apart  the 
tangled  mass  of  humanity,  he  found 
the  ball  on  the  line.  Chicago  had 
gained  the  yard,  and  registered  the 
first  score.  Settle  kicked  goal. 

Flynn,  receiving  Chicago’s  kick¬ 
off,  carried  the  ball  to  our  35-yard 
line.  Then  it  was  that  St.  Joe  un¬ 
leashed  a  volley  of  forward  passes 
that  temporarily  stunned  Chicago. 
Fulton  seized  a  pass  from  Flynn 
for  a  thirty-yard  gain.  On  the  next 
down  Pischke  made  the  greatest 
catch  of  the  day,  a  pass  from  Flynn, 
which  netted  an  extra  fifteen  yards. 
Two  more  downs  netted  but  two 
yards.  Then,  again,  Pischke  proved 
himself  the  man  of  the  hour,  safely 
landing  another  fifteen  yard  pass, 
and  bringing  the  ball  to  within  four 
yards  of  goal.  Aldrich  carried  the 
ball  across  on  the  succeeding  down 
for  St.  Joe’s  first  score.  Flynn  ad¬ 
ded  the  extra  point  on  the  kick. 

Pickett’s  12-yard  plunge  plus 
Donahue’s  15  yard  gain  on  a  pass 
proved  of  no  avail,  for  -St.  Joe  gain¬ 
ed  the  ball.  We  lost  the  ball,  how- 

( Continued  on  page  8.) 


A  RARE  TREAT 

Father  Frank  Thill  Holds  His  Aud¬ 
ience  Spellbound. 

When  we  are  told  that  we  are 
to  listen  to  a  Mission  lecture,  a 
certain  feeling  of  luke-warmness 
takes  possession  of  the  student  body 
in  general.  They  are  to  listen  to 
that  “dry  stuff’’  again.  On  Monday 
evening,  October  30,  we  were  in¬ 
formed  that  Father  Frank  Thill, 
Secretary-Treasurer,  of  the  Catholic 
Students’  Mission  Crusade,  with 
headquarters  at  Cincinnati,  was  to 
deliver  a  lecture.  Despite  his  repu¬ 
tation  as  an  orator,  despite  his  well 
known  activity,  despite  his  knowl¬ 
edge  of  the  subject,  despite  all  these 
things,  Father  Thill  was  introduced 
to  an  unsympathetic  audience. 

Once  his  lecture  begun,  he  had 
not  proceeded  far,  till  his  audience 
was  with  him.  He  outlined  the  ac¬ 
tivity  of  the  Crusade  from  the  time 
that  King,  (now  Father  King  labor¬ 
ing  in  China),  first  conceived  of  the 
idea  back  in  1910.  He  traced  its 
development  through  the  days  when 
ruin  and  failure  stared  them  in  the 
face.  He  pointed  out  how  it  finally 
came  to  be  organized  in  1918. 

Father  Thill  spoke  from  the  heart, 
and  his  heart  was  in  his  audience. 
By  this  time  be  had  become  most 
eloquent.  And  then  in  the  most 
persuasive,  and  yet  pleading  man¬ 
ner  he  pronounced  the  needs  of  the 
Crusade  at  this  time. 

Seldom,  if  ever  before,  did  the 
student-body  of  St.  Joseph’s  have 
the  opportunity  of  listening  to  such 
a  splendid  and  eloquent  address. 
Splendid  and  eloquent  because  it 
came  from  the  heart.  The  general 
impression  made  may  be  summed 
up  in  the  expression  heard  on  all 
sides  following  the  address,  “Wasn’t 
he  -good?  I  could  have  listened  to 
him  for  another  hour.” 


Optimism  is  picking  cherries  with 
a  magnifying  glass,  then  eating  them 
with  your  eyes  closed  to  avoid  see¬ 
ing  the  worms — so  people  think;  but 
Optimism  is  not  Op.  It’s  faith  found¬ 
ed  on  the  teachings  of  the  best 
Book. — The  Silent  Partner. 


Health  is  the  soul  that  animates 
all  enjoyment  of  Life.  The  un¬ 
strung  nerves,  the  morbid  mind,  the 
impatient  and  the  ill  teach  us  our 
eminent  duty. — The  Silent  Partner. 
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MISSION  CRUSADE  PRE¬ 
SENTS  ANOTHER  MOVIE 


Rupert  Hughes  Presents  “Remem¬ 
brance” 


Rupert  Hughes’  “big  picture  of 
the  year,”  “Remembrance,”  was 
presented  under  the  auspices  of  the 
C.  S.  M.  C.,  on  Tuesday  evening, 
October  31.  The  picture  was  an 
adequate  expression  of  American 
family  life.  Poor  old  Pop  had  his 
hands  full,  keeping  his  wife  and 
youngsters  in  a  style  to  which  they 
had  accustomed  themselves.  The 
children  learned  to  neglect  their  old 
fashioned  dad  and  even  mother  pre¬ 
ferred  'bridge  to  home  life.  And 
then  one  day  the  veil  was  torn  from 
their  pleasure-seeking  eyes  and  they 
saw  their  father  as  the  grand  old 
man  that  he  was! 


A  STUDENT’S  PSALM  OF  LIFE 


Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers, 
College  is  but  waste  of  steam; 
For  although  they  make  some  blund¬ 
ers, 

College  men  have  got  the  “bean.” 

All  enjoyment  and  not  sorrow, 

Is  the  student’s  life  today; 
Work  put  off  until  tomorrow, 

Gives  new  life  and  time  to 
play. 

Art  is  long  and  science  tedious, 

And  our  hearts,  though  brave 
and  stout, 

Like  unmuffled  Fords  are  beating, 
When  the  X  reports  come  out. 

Life  of  graduates  all  remind  us, 
We  can  throw  away  our  time; 
And  some  time  can  leave  behind  us, 
College  life,  the  all  sublime. 

— College  Humor. 


WATCH  HIM  CLIMB 


We  feel  proud  in  numbering 
among  the  graduates  of  St.  Joe 
one  Fred  J.  Wellman.  “Big  Boy 
Fritz”  is  now  drawing  honors  unto 
himself  as  fullback  on  the  Purdue 
University  Varsity.  It  was  “Fritz” 
who  scored  the  lone  touchdown  in 
a  recent  game  in  which  Purdue  de¬ 
feated  James  Millikan  College.  In¬ 
deed,  so  highly  is  his  ability  esti¬ 
mated  at  Purdue  that  a  large  photo 
of  our  “big  boy”  in  action  appear¬ 
ed  recently  on  the  front  page  of 
the  Lafayette  Journal  and  Courier. 
And  we  delight  in  recalling  that 
for  four  years  “Fritz”  filled  a  St. 
Joe  suit  as  fullback  on  the  grid¬ 
iron,  as  center  on  the  basket  ball 
team,  and  as  infielder  on  the  base 
ball  nine.  Congratulations,  “Big 
Boy.”  Success  be  yours! 


ORGAN  AND  CHORAL  RECITAL 


Second  Annual  Musical  Treat  Be¬ 
ing  Prepared. 


Once  again  has  the  public  been 
extended  the  grand  opportunity  of 
attending  an  Organ  gnd  Choral  Re¬ 
cital  at  St.  Joseph’s.  On  November 
22  our  accomplished  organist,  Prof. 
Paul  C.  Tonner,  will  present  a  grand 
array  of  musical  selections,  several 
of  his  own  composition.  The  College 
Choir,  masterfully  directed  by  Rev. 
Justin  A.  Henkel,  C.PP.S.,  will  ren¬ 
der  numerous  beautiful  hymns. 
Though  last  year’s  Recital  was 
splendid,  this  year’s  promises  to 
eclipse  it.  For  our  edification  the 
accompanying  programme  has  been 
prepared : 

P.  C.  Tonner — 

Sonata  in  C  Minor,  op.  35 — L. 
Boslet. 

Choir— 

Pueri  Hebraerorum  (four  voices) 
— G.  P.  Palestrina. 

(b)  O  Sacrum  Convivium — Greg¬ 
orian  Chant. 

(c)  Libera  Me  and  Tunc  Accep- 
taibis — P.  Lasso. 

P.  C.  Tonner— 

(a)  Toccata  in  D  Minor — J.  S. 
Bach. 

(b)  Consolation — Minor  C.  Bald¬ 
win. 

(c)  Offertoire  de  Sancte  Cecile 
No.  2 — E.  Battiste. 

Choir— 

(a)  Jesu  Dulcis  Memoria  (four, 
voices) — L.  Da  Vittoria. 


Ob)  Ecce  Sacerdos — Gradual  from 
the  Missal. 

(c)  Ave  Maria  (Soprano  solo  and 
five  voices  with  organ) — By 
Rev.  Justin  A.  Henkel,  C.PP.S. 

P.  C.  Tonner — 

(a)  Idyl— C.  J.  Grey. 

(b)  First  Movement  from  Sonata 
in  D  Minor — A.  Guilmont. 

(c)  Will  o’  the  Wisp — G.  Nevin. 

Choir — 

(a)  Tenebrae  Facta  e  Sunt  (four 
voices) — M.  Haydn. 

(b)  Super  Flumina  —  Gregorian 
Chant. 

(c)  I’ll  Sing  a  Hymn  to  Mary 
(four  voices)  —  Rev.  Justin 
A.  Henkel,  C.PP.S. 

P.  C.  Tonner — 

(a)  Andante  from  Fifth  Symph¬ 
ony — L.  Van  Beethoven. 

(b)  Miserere  from  II  Trovatore — 
G.  Verdi. 

(c)  Concert  Fantasy  on  Schiller’s 

“The  Bell” — P.  C.  Tonner. 

Choir — 

(a)  Sanctus  and  Benedictus  (two 
voices  with  organ) — By  Rev. 
Justin  A.  Henkel,  C.PP.S. 

(b)  Oculi  Omnium  and  Lauda 
Sion — Fr.  Koenen. 

P.  C.  Tonner — 

Lohengrin,  Introduction  to  the 

Third  Act — R.  Wagner. 

Finis. 


Harding  has  bought  a  farm.  Mak¬ 
ing  it  pay  will  be  much  harder  than 
his  present  job. — Logansport  Pharos- 
Tribune. 
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One  Poem  Written  by  52  Poets 


Some  time  ago  an  American  was  traveling  in  Australia,  when  he 
a  sheeP'hei’der’s  deserted  shanty.  In  some  old  papers  in 
the  shanty  he  found  a  poem  which  proved  to  be  a  literary  curiosity. 
1  he  poem  is  composed  of  52  lines  and  each  line  is  from  a  different 
author.  Here  is  the  poem  and  the  author  from  whose  work  each 
line  was  taken: 

What  strange  infatuation  rules  mankind.  (Chatterton) 

What  different  spheres  to  human  bliss  assigned.  (Rogers) 

To  loftier  things  your  finer  pulses  burn,  (C.  Sprague) 

If  man  would  but  his  finer  nature  learn.  (R.  H.  Dana) 

What  several  ways  men  to  their  calling  have,  (B.  Johnson) 

And  grasp  at  life  though  sinking  to  the  grave  (Falconer) 

Ask  what  is  human  life?  The  sage  replies,  (Cowper) 

Wealth,  pomp  and  honour  are  but  empty  toys;  (Ferguson) 

We  trudge,  we  travel,  but  from  pain  to  pain,  (Quarles) 

Weak,  timid  landsmen  on  life’s  stormy  main.  (Burns) 

We  only  toil  who  are  the  first  of  things,  (Tennyson) 

From  labour  health,  from  health  contentment  springs.  (Beattie) 
Fame  runs  before  us  like  the  morning  star;  (Dryden) 

How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are!  (Byron) 

Let  none  then  here  his  certain  knowledge  boast,  (Pomfret) 

Of  fleeting  joys  too  certain  to  be  lost;  (Waller) 

For  over  all  things  hangs  a  cloud  of  fear —  (Hood) 

All  is  but  change  and  separation  here.  (Steele) 

To  smooth  life’s  passage  o’er  its  stormy  way,  (Dwight) 

Sum  up  at  night  what  thou  hast  done  by  day;  (Herbert) 

Bfe  rich  in  patience  if  .thou  in  goods  be  poor,  (Dunbar) 

So  many  men  do  stoopc  to  sight  unsure.  (€.  Whitney) 

Choose  out  the  man  to  virtue  most  inclined,  (Rowe) 

Throw  envy,  folly,  prejudice  behind.  (Langhome) 

Defer  not  till  tomorrow  to  be  wise —  (Congreve) 

Wealth,  heaped  on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  safety  buys.  (Dr.  Johnson) 
Remembrance  worketh  with  her  busy  brain,  (Goldsmith) 

Care  draws  on  care,  woe  comforts  woe  again;  (Dryton) 

On  high  estates  huge  heaps  of  care  attend,  (Webster) 

No  joy  so  great  but  runneth  to  an  end;  (Southwell) 

No  hand  applaud  what  honour  shuns  to  hear,  (Thompson) 

What  cast  off  shame,  should  likewise  east  off  fear.  (Knowles) 

Grief  haunts  us  down  the  precipice  of  years,  (W.  S.  Landor) 

Virtue  alone  no  dissolution  fears;  (E.  Moore) 

Time  loosely  spent  will  not  again  be  won,  (R.  Greene) 

What  shall  I  do  to  be  forever  known?  (Cowley) 

But  now  the  wane  of  life  comes  darkly  on,  (Joanna  Baillie) 

After  a  thousand  mazes  overgone;  (Keats) 

In  this  brief  state  of  trouble  and  unrest,  (B.  Barton) 

Man  never  is  but  always  to  be  blest.  (Pope) 

Time  is  the  present  hour,  the  past  is  fled,  (Marsden) 

O!  thou  futurity,  our  hope  and  dread,  (Elliott) 

How  fading  are  the  joys  we  dote  upon!  (Blair) 

Oh!  while  I  speak  the  present  moment’s  gone.  (Arkenside) 

Lo;  thou  eternal  arbiter  of  things,  (Oldham) 

How  awful  is  the  hour  when  conscience  stings;  (J.  G.  Percival) 
Conscience,  stern  arbiter  in  every  breast —  (J.  A.  Hilhouse) 

The  fluttering  wish  on  wing  that  will  not  rest.  (Mallet) 

This,  above  all,  to  thine  own  self  be  true,  (Shakespeare) 

Learn  to  live  well,  that  thou  may’st  die  so,  too.  (Sir  J.  Denham) 
To  those  that  list,  the  world’s  gay  scenes  I  leave,  (Spenser) 

Some  ills  we  wish  for  when  we  wish  to  live.  (Young) 

— Bt.  Michael’s  Almanac. 


A  CHARACTER  OF  MYSTERY 


One  rainy  evening  in  November, 
while  dozing  before  a  crackling 
grate-fire,  I  was  startled  from  my 
dreamy  state  of  coziness  by  the  sud¬ 
den  din  of  the  telephone  bell.  Re¬ 
luctantly  I  arose  to  answer  the  un¬ 
bidden  summons.  In  vain  I  violent¬ 
ly  expostulated  with  my  friend  who 
harbored  the  preposterous  idea  that 
I  come  to  confer  with  him  on  some 
important  affair.  Finally,  conquered 
by  his  arguments  and  pressing  pleas, 
I  agreed. 

The  night  was  chill,  dismal,  and 
overhung  with  a  fog  that  the  blink¬ 
ing  street  lamps  but  faintly  pierced. 
The  air  was  sodden,  heavy,  and  per¬ 
vaded  with  a  rain  that  my  tightly- 
drawn  coat  but  scarcely  resisted. 
Everything  seemed  cold,  dark,  and 
dead. 

Oppressed  as  I  was  by  the  un¬ 
congenial  atmosphere  without  and 
by  sad,  disheartening  thoughts  with¬ 
in,  I  scarcely  noticed  the  figure  of 
a  man,  as  old  and  wretched  as  the 
nearby  houses,  slinking  along  in 
front  of  me.  There  was  something 
so. mysterious  about  that  man;  some¬ 
thing  that  was  not  in  his  slovenly 
gait,  his  indifferent  carriage,  nor  in 
his  depraved  look,  that  aroused  my 
curiosity  and  spirit  of  action.  In  the 
presence  of  a  compelling  adventure, 
my  friend  and  my  original  mission 
were  forgotten.  I  determined  to 
follow  this  man  and  gain  some  more 
definite  knowledge  of  him. 

Down  the  wretched  streets  and 
through  filthy  alleys,  I  followed  that 
figure.  I  saw  it  shun  the  brighter 
lights  and  more  crowded  avenues 
with,  what  seemed  to  me,  furtive 
and  hateful  glances.  I  saw  it  zig¬ 
zag  from  one  side  of  the  walk  to 
the  other  and  stumble  ominously  as 
it  occasionally  quickened  its  pace. 

Yet  he,  whose  black  outline  was 
but  dimly  perceptible  through  the 
gloom,  was  unaware  of  my  pres¬ 
ence.  Once  or  twice,  when  he  pass¬ 
ed  under  the  gleam  of  an  arc-light, 

I  could  see  the  ill-defined  contour  of 
a  determined  face.  As  he  swiftly 
and  fitfully  turned  round  when  I 
approached  the  light,  I  was  forced 
to  slacken  my  speed  and  obscure 
myself  as  best  I  could,  lest  I  be 
recognized. 

In  the  pursuit,  many  and  diverse 
thoughts  crowded  through  my  mind. 
Perhaps  it  was  a  drunkard  that  I 
followed;  a  loathsome  wretch,  a  rob¬ 
ber,  a  murderer,  an  anarchist,  or, 
worse  than  all,  a  visible  Hellish 
demon  plotting  some  fiendish  de¬ 
sign. 

Upon  turning  another  corner,  I 
saw  the  river  and  its  fog  before 
me.  Dark,  silent  and  relentless  as 
Time  the  deep  river  ran  on. 

Strangely  enough,  my  man  walked 


down  to  the  very  edge  of  the  river. 
While  I  remained  above  on  the 
bank,  he  climbed  aboard  a  steam¬ 
boat  which  rode  at  anchor  next  to 
an  old,  sinking  barge.  I  saw  him 
walk  to  the  side  of  the  boat,  place 
his  foot  on  the  rail,  gaze  long  at 
the  overcast  and  starless  sky,  at 
the  distant,  yellow  lights  of  the 
city.  I  saw  him  as  he  steadied  him¬ 
self  for  an  instant  on  the  rail,  and 
drew  tight  his  tattered  coat  about 
his  emaciated  form.  Then  with  what 
appeared  to  me  to  be  an  agonizing 
look  of  despair,  he  raised  his  hands 
and  eyes  heavenward  and — 


In  a  flash  I  saw  it  all,  and  with 
a  loud  shout,  I  rushed  over  the 
stones  to  prevent  him  taking  the 
fatal  leap. 

But  before  I  had  gone  half-way, 
the  tired  night-watchman  of  the 
boat  had  lit  the  lamp  alongside  the 
barge  and  stretched  himself  out  on 
the  deck  for  his  evening’s  rest. 

— Robert  Gorman,  Eng.  IV. 


A  man  we  like 
Is  Elmer  Pike 
He  always  says 
“It’s  coming  right.” 

— Quills. 
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EDITORIALS 

ARMISTICE  DAY 

Just  four  years  ago  on  November 
11,  the  world  received  the  joyful 
news  of  the  cessation  of  war, — 
that  dreadful  conflict  which  envelop¬ 
ed  the  greater  part  of  the  earth  and 
left  in  its  wake  ruin  and  destruc¬ 
tion,  hardship  and  suffering  to  mil¬ 
lions  of  people.  With  a  loyalty 
and  patriotism  almost  unsurpassed 
in  history,  our  heroic  boys  went  forth 
with  a  willingness  to  give  their 
lives  ,if  need  be,  to  bring  the  con¬ 
flict  to  a  successful  termination. 
Many  went  to  France  never  to  re¬ 
turn  from  the  battlefields  where 
they  offered  their  lives  on  the  altars 
of  patriotism.  It  was  in  consid¬ 
eration  of  these  things,  together 
with  the  successful  end  of  the  war 
that  former  President  Wilson  made 
this  day  a  national  holiday, — a  day 
on  which  loyal  Americans  still  show 
their  patriotism.  It  is  for  us  who 
have  stayed  at  home,  while  our 
boys  were  at  the  front,  to  show 
our  deep  appreciation  on  this  day, 
as  much  for  those  who  fell  as  those 
who  have  returned  home.  “Grati¬ 
tude”  saith  the  poet,  “is  the  fair¬ 
est  blossom  which  springs  from  the 
soul ;  and  the  heart  of  man  know- 
eth  none  more  fragrant.” 


THOUGHTLESSNESS 

Thoughtlssness!  Did  you  ever 
stop  to  consider  how  many  wrongs, 
how  many  disasters,  and  what  is 
worse  even  than  disaster,  how  many 
heartaches  are  caused  through 
thoughtlessness?  If  you  are  a 
thoughtless  person,  no  doubt  you 
never  did.  In  two  ways  we  can 
“sin”  through  this — well,  it’s  noth¬ 
ing  short  of,  so  let  us  give  it  its 
proper  name,  through  this  “crime.” 
Either  we  omit  to  do  something  we 
should  have  performed,  or  we  do 
something  seemingly  trifling  in  it¬ 
self  through — thoughtlessness. 


You  borrow  your  neighbor’s  book 
and  fail  to  return  it,  you  slam  the 
door  in  his  face,  you  intrude  when 
he  is  speaking;  or,  perhaps,  when 
you  are  engaged  in  a  conversation 
you  address  a  certain  individual 
only, — what  does  it  all  mean?  It 
means,  that  if  you  do  these  things, 
you  are  a  thoughtless  person.  You 
have  no  regard  whatever  for  your 
neighbor! 

But  far  more  serious  are  the 
omissions,  caused  through  the  lack 
of  applying  your  “grey  matter.” 
There’s  your  chum— he’s  down  and 
out,  you  don’t  know  why,  and  the 
worst  of  it  is  you  seemingly  don’t 
care  to  know — you  fail  to  cheer 
him  up. 

There  is  that  old  friend  in  “the 
old  home  town.”  He’s  waiting  for 
that  letter  you  promised  to  write. 
But  no,  new  faces  have  charms 
which  the  old  have  not,  and  “the 
stranger’s  face  makes  the  friend’s 
forgot.”  You  haven’t  the  “time”  to 
write  him  a  line  or  two  and  ask 
him  how  things  are  proceeding  at 
home.  Your  neighbor  is  not  feel¬ 
ing  quite  well — you  know  it,  but 
what  business  is  that  of  your’s?  He 
isn’t  dead  yet!  You  fail  to  let 
him  know  that  “somebody  cares.” 

Or  perhaps  you  have  some  little 
article,  whatever  it  may  be;  you 
have  no  use  for  it,  hut  your  friend 
— that  is  what  you  call  him — he’s 
just  “dying”  for  it!  But  you  apply 
the  old  time  maxim — “After  ME 
you  come  next.”  Again  you  have 
something  which  you  might  share 
with  your  pal.  You  tell  him  all 
about  it.  Sure  you  do — he’s  your 
PAL;  but  you  never  think  about  di¬ 
viding  up. 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  many 
instances  where  thoughtlessness 
gains  sway  over  brotherly-love.  If 
for  one  day  you  were  bound  and 
determined  to  be  thoughtful  in  all 
you  do  and  say — what  would  be  the 
result?  Why  “you  would  go  to 
your  work — and  do  you  know  you 
would  hum  tunes  you  haven’t 
thought  of  for  years,  and  you  would 
whistle  snatches  of  songs — and  the 
fellows  around  you  would  be  saying 
— “I  wonder  what’s  the  matter  with 
Billy  today?”  And  you  would  not 
know  yourself.  The  world  would 
seem  broader  and  deeper  and  grand¬ 
er.  Life  fuller  and  sweeter!  The 
heavens  more  clear!  It  is  your 
heart,  man,  your  heart!  Try  it! 
For  the  letter  you  failed  to  write, 
the  kindly  word  unspoken,  the 
friendly  act  unperformed,  the  harsh¬ 
ness,  the  rashness  you  displayed — 
in  general  your  thoughtlessness — 
these  are  the  things  that  make  you 
“blue,”  that  make  you  sad  tonight! 


Some  people  are  so  good  that 
they  are  good  for  nothing. — The 
Silent  Partner. 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  FREE  VERSE 


I  asked 

A  poet  friend  of  mine 
The  other  day 
Why  he  never  used 
The  old  forms 
In  his  poems  any  more. 

He  answered  me  as 
follows : 

“The  QUATRAIN,  rondel,  sestina, 
balade, 

Sonnet,  triolet,  rondeau 
And  villanelle 

Were  all  right  in  their  time; 

But, 

That  was  before 
Editors 

Began  paying  by  the 
Line.” 

— Reuben  Peterson,  Jr. 
The  Fun  Book. 


IS  YOUR  SPEECH  BET¬ 
TER  THAN  SILENCE? 


Long  ago  a  wise  man  gave  the 
counsel  to  make  your  speech  better 
than  silence,  or  else  be  silent.  This 
does  not  imply  that  we  are  to  hold 
our  peace  unless  we  have  some¬ 
thing  profound  to  say,  and  yet  this 
rule,  if  strictly  followed,  would  re¬ 
duce  a  good  many  of  us  to  silence 
a  large  part  of  the  time.  Carping 
criticism  which  does  not  aim  at 
bettering,  but  is  satisfied  at  pick¬ 
ing  flaws,  complaining  of  our  cir¬ 
cumstances,  recounting  our  woes, 
grumbling,  scolding,  ill-tempered 
speeches — all  these  are  far  inferior 
to  silence.  Unless  you  can  say 
something  better  than  this,  keep 
still. — Exchange. 


A  TRIBUTE 


“The  art  treasures  in  the  Vatican 
are  priceless.  In  the  matter  of  pre¬ 
serving  traditions,  if  not  the  most 
indisputable  evidence  of  the  infancy 
of  Christianity,  the  Vatican  as  an 
institution  is  entitled  to  the  grati¬ 
tude  of  all  Christians.  This  is  not 
the  observation  of  a  Catholic,  but 
of  an  Episcopalian  whose  fore¬ 
bears  were  of  the  Protestant  faith 
for  centuries.” — Ex-Governor  James 
M.  Cox,  of  Ohio. 


In  1492  Columbus  first  sighted 
dry  land,  but  this  was  430  years 
ago.  The  Literary  Digest  now  shows 
that  we  are  a  land  of  dry  people 
living  in  a  lot  of  wet  spots. — The 
Silent  Partner. 


Russia  has  so  much  paper  money 
now  she  may  use  paper-hangers  for 
bank  tellers.  —  Logansport  Pharos- 
Tribune. 
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WITH  OUR  FRIEND, 
THE  JESTER 


WITH  OUR  FRIEND,  THE  JESTER 


Bastin:  “Say,  Geyer,  you  know 
I  had  a  funny  dream  the  other 
night.” 

Geyer:  “Yes?  What  was  it?” 

Bastin:  “Well,  I  dreamed  I  died 
and  went  up  to  St.  Peter  and  asked 
him  to  leave  me  in.  He  said :  Here 
is  a  pick — go,  level  off  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  I  did — and  it  was  like 
working  out  that  fine  last  year, 
only  much  longer.  Then  St.  Peter 
told  me  I  could  not  get  in  until  I 
dipped  Lake  Superior  dry  with  a 
teaspoon.  I  told  him  to  hand  over 
the  spoon  and  went  down  and 
worked  two  centuries  doing  it,  but 
finally  got  finished.  Then  I  thought 
sure  I’d  get  in,  but  St.  Peter  still 
persisted  and  said  I  must  go  down 
to  Collegeville  to  the  Candy  Store 
and  sit  there  till  Madison  sets  me 
up.  Then  I  lost  patience  and  told 
St.  Peter  I  would  go  to  Hades 
first.” 


Our  friend  submitted  this  one. 
“Pa  had  a  secret,  he  told  it  to  ma; 
now  it  ain’t.” — Quills. 


As  a  matter  of  fact,  nobody  real¬ 
ly  wants  advice,  but  everybody 
wants  approval. — Quills. 


Jack — Why  did  you  break  your 
engagement  to  the  school  teacher? 

Tom — Well,  if  I  failed  to  show 
up  of  an  evening,  she  wanted  a 
written  excuse  signed  by  my  moth¬ 
er. 


Froehle  explaining  a  math  prob¬ 
lem  to  Vogel — (Scatching  his  head) 
— “Is  this  plain?” 

Vogel— “No,  it’s  solid.” 


A  traveler  had  left  his  umbrella 
in  a  hotel,  after  attaching  a  card  to 
it  bearing  in  bold  letters  the  warn¬ 
ing:  “This  umbrella  belongs  to  a 
man  who  can  deal  with  his  fist  a 
blow  of  250  pounds.  Coming  back 
in  five  minutes.” 

He  returned  to  find  his  umbrella 
gone,  and  in  its  place  the  message: 
“This  card  belongs  to  a  man  that 
can  run  twenty  miles  an  hour.  Isn’t 
coming  back.” 


A  young  couple  were  occupying 
the  porch  swing  later  than  usual 
one  moonlight  night.  From  a  near¬ 
by  window  her  mother  inquired: 
“Mary,  what  are  you  doing  up  so 
late?” 

“Looking  at  the  moon  mother.” 

“Well,  it’s  twelve  o’clock.  You 
had  better  send  the  moon  home.” 


Lots  of  boys  are  made  smart  at 
the  top  by  being  made  smart  at 
the  bottom.  —  Logansport  Phares- 
Tribune. 


SUPPLY  YOUR  NEEDS  AT 

Murray’s 

Rensselaer,  Ind. 

Furnishings  —  Toilet  Goods  —  Coop¬ 
ers  Underwear — Florsheim  Shoes — 
Hart  Shafner  &  Marx  Clothes — 
Candy,  Cookies,  eats,  at  our  grocery. 


Fendig’s 

Rexall  Drug  Store 

Invites  the  students  and  faculty  to 
use  this  store  for  their  service 
station. 


Warner  Bros 

HARDWARE 
CALORIC  FURNACES 

When  In  Rensselaer  Visit  us  First 

— for — 

CLOTHING,  SHOES  AND 
FURNISHINGS 


E.  F.  Duvall,  D.D.S. 

DENTIST 

RENSSELAER,  INDIANA 

Over  Jessen’s  Jewelry  Store 


Phone  30 


The  Wonder  Store 
INI.  D.  Gwin,  M.  D. 

RENSSELAER,  INDIANA 


Go  Where  Your  Friends  Go — to 


THE  COLLEGE  INN 


i 


Where  Quality  and  Service  Gount  i 

i 
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SOPHOMORES  DEFEATED 


Permeated  with  the  real  football 
spirit  from  the  Rep’s  victory  of  the 
day  before,  the  Freshmen  nosed  out 
the  Sophomores  on  last  Sunday,  by 
the  count  of  7-6,  in  a  game  replete 
with  interest  because  of  the  great 
Class  rivalry.  It  was  a  bitterly  con¬ 
tested  game  to  the  very  finish,  by 
deciding  by  the  goal  from  touch¬ 
down. 

For  the  Freshmen  Anderson  star¬ 
red,  carrying  the  oval  across  for 
their  touchdown.  Riede  really  won 
the  game  for  them  by  sending  the 
ball  between  the  goal-posts  for  the 
seventh  and  deciding  point.  The 
playing  of  Kling  and  Endress  aided 
the  Freshmen  a  great  deal. 

The  breaks  of  the  game  evidently 
were  against  the  Sophomores,  for  al¬ 
though  they  outplayed  their  younger 
opponents  victory  eluded  them. 
Quarterback  Reardon  rushed  the 
ball  over  the  line  for  their  only 
touchdown,  but  failed  to  kick  goal. 
In  the  Sophomore  hackfield  John 
Hipskind  and  Monahan  displayed 
real  class,  the  latter  especially  at 
tackling.  Fleck  and  Bochnowski 
were  the  main  supports  on  the  line, 
while  Yeager  at  end  showed  promise 
of  developing  into  a  real  player. 

Will  the  Sophomores  humbly  bow 
to  Freshmen  superiority?  Or  shall 
we  be  fortunate  enough  to  witness 
another  contest  between  these  rivals 
of  the  gridiron? 


REVENGE  IS  SWEET 


The  Sophomores  evened  matters 
with  their  rivals,  the  Freshmen  foot¬ 
ball  squad,  on  Sunday,  by  trounc¬ 
ing  them,  19-7.  The  score  would 
tend  to  the  belief  that  the  same' 
was  snappy;  yet,  compared  to  the 


previous  Sunday’s  battle  staged  by 
these  rivals,  it  was  a  ragged  exhi¬ 
bition,  marred  by  frequent  fumbles. 
Though  both  teams  made  costly  er¬ 
rors,  the  contest  was  earned  by  the 
determined  efforts  of  the  second 
year  men  to  avenge  their  defeat  of 
a  week  ago. 

Lefthalf  Monahan  was  the  main 
point-getter  for  the  victors,  plung: 
ing  through  the  Freshie’s  heavy  line 
for  two  touch-downs,  and  adding  the 
one  extra  marker  for  which  he  tried. 
Weier,  Jr.,  and  Fromm  were  notice¬ 
ably  strong  on  the  offense.  Yeager 
again  played  a  stellar  defensive 
game. 

The  lone  touch-down  of  the  Fresh¬ 
men  was  scored  by  “Mack”  De 
Shone.  Intercepting  a  short  pass 
from  Reardon,  he  raced  sixty  yards 
to  goal.  Riedy  annexed  their  sev¬ 
enth  and  last  point  on  the  kick.  The 
brunt  of  the  battle  for  the  losers 
was  carried  by  Endress  and  Riedy. 

These  two  teams  have  divided 
honors  on  the  gridiron  in  the  two 
games  played  to  date.  That  the 
third  and  decisive  struggle  will  be  a 
battle  royal  is  not  doubted  by  in¬ 
terested  fans. 


TURNERS  ORGANIZED  OCT.  8 

Our  “Circus  Clowns”  are  organiz¬ 
ed  once  more.  A  meeting  was  called 
on  October  eighth,  and  the  follow¬ 
ing  are  the  officers  that  were  elect¬ 
ed  :  Russell  Scheidler,  Turnward ; 
Robert  Stock,  Vorturner  at  Horizon¬ 
tal;  Dozier  Barrett,  Vorturner  at 
Parallels;  Alphonse  Lucke,  Vorturn¬ 
er  at  Horse;  Francis  Burke,  Vor¬ 
turner  at  Tumbling;  and  Oscar 
Hempfling,  Clownmaster.  An  un¬ 
usual  number  of  recruits  have  been 
enrolled,  and  from  every  indication 
the  circus  will  be  “bigger  and  bet¬ 
ter  than  ever,”  this  year. 


Beasley  Studio 

RENSSELAER,  INDIANA 

Home  of  Better  Pictures 
Friend  of  The  Kodak. 

MAIL  ORDERS  SOLICITED 

Rensselaer 
Dry  Cleaning  Works 


B.  N.  Fendig 
“THE  SHOE  FITTER” 

All  Types  of  College  Footwear 
properly  fitted. 

Consult  us  in  regard  to  shoe 
problems— -Opera  House  Block. 


Clark — The  Jewler 

Where  Quality  and  Service  Count 

Watch  repairing  a  specialty. 


A  F.  Long  &  Son 

DRUGGISTS  and  STATIONERS 

Cameras  and  Films 
Ice  Cream  and  Sodas. 

Phone  53 

Dr.  A.  R.  Kresler 

Special  attention  given  to  diseases 
and  surgery  of  the  EYE,  EAR, 
NOiSE  and  THROAT.  Over  Rowles 
and  Parker’s  Store.  Phone  360 


O’RILEY’S 

The  Place  of  Sweets 

COOKIES— CAKES— ROLLS 


Dr.  Rose  M.  Remmek 

OPTOMETRIST 
Eyes  Examined — Glasses  Fitted 


THE  ONLY  EXCLUSIVE  CLOTHING  AND  FURNISHING  GOODS 

STORE  IN  RENSSELAER 

The  Clothing  House  of  William  Traub 

BUICK  SALES  AND  SERVICE  CHEVROLET 

Red  Crown  Gasoline — Polarine  Oil — Crank  Case  Service 


WHITE  FRONT  GARAGE 


PHONE  47 


HARRY  A.  WILD,  Prop. 


Opposite  Court  House 


1 


PHILIP  J.  FRECHETTE  WHOLEI^LE  CjMDY  C0AP4AY 

“QUALITY  CANDIES  PRICED  RIGHT” 

Our  Complete  Line  Carried  by 

The  Gollegeville  Gandy  Gompany 
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I  CLIPPER  COLUMN  j 

(BY  THE  .  EDITOR) 

An  Ideal  Exam 

1.  Who  wrote  Tennyson's  “Idyls 
of  the  King?” 

2.  What  is  meant  by  the  terms, 
Football,  Base  Ball,  and  Tennis? 

3.  Who  is  Jack  Dempsey?  Name 
one  thing  he  did  while  in  Toledo. 

4.  Spell  the  word  “boquet”  cor¬ 
rectly. 

5.  Who  is  your  favorite  movie 
star?  Why? 

6.  Who  won  the  world  series  of 
1922? 

Note:  Answer  any  two. 


Again  our  Abel  takes  the  marsh¬ 
mallow  crutches  for  his  bright  re¬ 
mark  in  Expression  4 ;  when  asked 
what  a  “cuckoo”  was,  our  renowned 
friend  ventured,  “an  alarm  clock.” 


A  FAITHFUL  DOG 


I  carried  him  home  and  made  a 
box,  fixed  a  grave  and  buried  him. 
I  could  never  eat  any  more  rabbit 
or  use  a  gun,  because  every  time  I 
saw  either  one,  I  was  reminded  of 
the  tragic  end  of  Sport,  of  my  care¬ 
lessness,  and  of  that  pathetic  scene. 
Even  though  he  was  shot,  he  got 
the  rabbit  for  me.  I  shall  never 
forget  my  faithful  dog,  Sport. 

— James  Ver  Wayne,  Eng.  I. 


WORSE  YET 


“Cowards  die  many  times  before 
their  death.  The  gallant  taste  of 
death  but  once.”  That  may  all  be 
true  and  beautiful — but  just  think 
how  many  years  of  life  were  taken 
off  of  a  student’s  alloted  “three 
score  and  ten,”  by  four  examin¬ 
ations  per  year.  And  now!!  SIX 
per  year!  But  why  kick?  Only 
FIFTY-FIVE  days  till  Xmas  and 
only  ONE  more  exam  within  that 
time. 


IF  IT  IS  TO  EAT  WE  HAVE  IT 

Ideal  Grocery 

Clouse  &  Worden 


RALSTON?  Most  certainly!  And 
as  usual  right  up-to-the-moment  in 
style.  Better  come  in  early  and 
look  them  over.  You’ll  find  them 
right  to  your  liking  in  every  detail. 

Columbia  Shoe  Store 


E.  D.  Rhoades  &  Son 

HARDWARE 

PLUMBING  AND  HEATING 


HOTEL  MAKEEVER 
Just  a  Good  Hotel 


(By  a  Future  Illustrious  Senior) 

My  dog’s  name  was  Sport.  He 
came  to  me  when  he  was  a  little 
pup  three  weeks  old.  He  was  a 
bird  dog.  I  raised  him  in  his  puppy- 
hood  days,  and  never  ate  anything 
without  sharing  it  with  him.  Sport 
went  with  me  every  place  that  I 
would  go,  unless  by  some  special 
reason  I  could  not  permit  him  to 
accompany  me. 

When  he  was  about  eight  months 
old  my  brother  went  hunting  and 
got  some  quail.  He  let  Sport  smell 
them.  The  dog  nearly  went  wild. 
This  showed  the  hunting  instinct  in 
the  animal.  Afterwards  he  became 
accustomed  to  seeing  a  gun,  and 
every  time,  I  would  get  out  my  rifle 
he  would  bark  with  glee. 

Then  my  brother  and  I  went 
hunting.  We  always  took  Sport 
along,  too.  He  got  used  to  pointing 
coveys  of  quail  and  running  down 
rabbits.  Thinking  I  would  beat  my 
brother  to  it,  I  took  aim  and  shot. 
In  the .  excitement  I  forgot  about 
Sport  till  I  heard  a  yelp,  and  run¬ 
ning  up  to  a  clump  of  bushes,  I 
saw  my  pet  with  a  bullet  hole  in 
his  side  and  the  rabbit  in  his  mouth. 
There  he  lay,  poor  creature,  looking 
up  to  me  as  if  to  say:  “I  know  you 
didn’t  mean  to  do  it,  but  I  got  the 
rabbit  for  you  just  the  same.”  He 
looked  at  me  with  such  pitiful  eyes 
that  I  could  hardly  stand  it.  My 
brother  said  he  would  have  to  be 
shot,  because  he  would  never  be 
any  good  even  if  we  could  save 
him.  I  told,  him  to  do  it,  because  I 
could  never  point  a  gun  at  Sport. 
My  brother  shot  him — he  shook  a 
little  and  died,  never  taking  his 
eyes  off  of  me. 


HILLARD  &  HAMILL 
Clothing  Store 

Joe  Jeffries 

CHIROPRACTER 

Over  Farmers  &  Merchants  Bank 
iPhone  124-A 

Every  Day  in  Rensselaer. 

ATTENTION ! 

Cookies — Candies — Cakes 

Hughes’ Whole  Wheat 
Bakery 

The  Progressive  Shoe 
Repair  Shop 

WE  SEW  ON  SOLES 

GOODYEAR  RUBBER  HEALS 
G.  W.  KNAUER 


Frank  G.  Kresler 

TAXI  and  BAGGAGE  HAULING 
Your  Patronage  Appreciated. 


A  Straight  Backbone  Works  Better 
Than  a  Crooked  One. 

Dr.  F.  A.  Turfler 

Murray  Building  Phone  300 


Thomas  M.  Callahan 

THE  PLACE 

TO  BUY 

YOUR  COAL 


Dr.  Catt 

OPTOMETRIST 

Eyes  Examined  and  Glasses  Fitted 

Office  over  Long’s  Drug  Store. 


Gilmore  Barber  Shop 

RENSSELAER,  IND. 

College  trade  given  special  attention. 

Opposite  Court  House 


R.  Beck 

CLEANING,  PRESSING 
AND  REPAIRING 


—THE— 

College  Shoe  Shop 

H.  G.  ABBETT  CO. 
(Successors  to  John  Healy.) 


J.  J.  Montgomery 

NEWS  STAND 

Daily  Papers,,  Magazines,  Cigars, 
and  Tobacco.  Bunte  and  Whitman 
Candies. 
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AMERICAN  COLLEGE  FALLS 

BEFORE  ST.  JOE  ELEVEN 


(Continued  from  page  1.) 
ever,  immediately  afterwards.  A 
great  tackle  by  Liebert  pushed  Chi¬ 
cago  Iback  three  yards;  Flynn  inter¬ 
cepted  a  pass,  and  our  hopes  beat 
high.  These  all  went  glimlmering  on 
the  next  play — Jones  intercepted  a 
pass  to  Liebert  and  raced  across 
the  goal  for  six  more  points.  Settle 
again  kicked  goal. 

The  remainder  of  the  half  was 
featured  .by  Flynn’s  15-yard  run, 
and  another  completed  ten  yard  pass 
by  Pischke.  Score:  Chicago,  14; 
St.  Joe,  7. 

Second  Half 

Evidence  of  St.  Joe’s  fighting 
spirit  may  he  gained  from  the  fact 
that  they  kept  the  ball  for  five  first- 
downs,  plunging  and  smashing 
against  the  Chicago  line  continually. 
O’Connor  was  then  substituted  for 
Aldrich.  Flynn’s  attempt  to  drop- 
kick  from  the  35-yard  line  failed. 
Another  pass  to  Pischke,  a  20-yard 
dash  by  Flynn,  and  but  four  yards 
separated  us  from  the  tying  touch¬ 
down.  Vaulting  over  Chicago’s  line, 
Captain  Flynn  registered  the  touch¬ 
down.  He  failed  to  kick  goal. 

Liebert  playing  a  fine,  though 
not  stellar  game,  downed  Jones  on 
St.  Joe’s  25-yard  line  just  as  third 
quarter  whistle  blew.  Score:  Chi¬ 
cago,  14;  St.  Joe,  13. 


Last  Quarter 

Chicago  again  swept  St.  Joe  be¬ 
fore  them.  After  plowing  through 
for  eight  yards,  Pickett  carried  the 
oval  across  for  Chicago’s  third  touch¬ 
down.  Settle  this  time  missed  goal. 

A  great  25  yard  run  by  Fulton, 
a  ten  yard  plunge  by  Flynn,  fol¬ 
lowed  Iby  another  of  7  by  Hipskind 
availed  naught  when  Flynn  narrowly 
missed  scoring  a  drop  kick  by  hit¬ 
ting  the  goal  post.  The  next  few 
minutes  brought  O’Connor  into  the 
limelight.  After  several  passes  had 
failed,  Flynn  hurled  the  oval  to 
O’Connor  who  was  playing  out  20 
yards.  Nabbing  the  pass  on  the 
twenty-five  yard  line,  O’Connor 
darted  for  goal.  Skillfully  dodging 
two  of  the  enemy,  he  (placed  the  ball 
across  the  line.  Though  Flynn 
missed  goal  the  point  was  added 
owing  to  Chicago’s  fault  of  (being 
off-sides.  This  point  loomed  large, 
being  the  tying  marker. 

Great  defense  playing  by  Madi¬ 
son,  Hipskind,  and  Donnellan  held 
Chicago  on  the  fourth  down.  This 
paved  the  way  to  success,  for  on 
St.  Joe’s  first  down  Flynn,  batter¬ 
ing  down  all  interference  in  the 
most  spectacular  run  of  the  day, 
raced  across  the  field  for  45  yards; 
for  45  yards,  for  a  touchdown,  for 
the  game!  Amid  great  roars  our 
hero  kicked  goal. 

After  frustrating  one  pass,  Flynn 
intercepted  the  next  and  carried  it 


forty  yards.  An  attempt  to  drop- 
kick  from  the  thirty  yard  line  fail¬ 
ed.  The  whistle  blew  just  as  our 
fullback  had  again  intercepted  a 
pass.  Final  score:  St.  Joe,  27; 
American  College,  20. 

American  College  St.  Joseph’s 

Donahue,  r.  e.  Liebert,  1.  e. 

Leitzall,  r.  t.  Lucke,  1.  t. 

Shilliday,  r.  g.  Donnellan,  1.  g. 

Looker,  c.  Hoiban,  c. 

Bates,  1.  g.  Costillo,  r.  g. 

Pickett,  1.  t.  Miadison,  r.  t. 

Bissell,  1.  e.  Fulton,  r.  e. 

Jones,  r.  h.  Hipskind,  1.  h. 

Rogers,  1.  h.  Aldrich,  r.  h. 

Sicard,  q.  b.  Pischke,  q.  b. 

Settle,  f.  b.  Flynn,  f.  b. 

Touchdowns :  Bissell,  Rogers, 

Jones;  Aldrich,  O’Connor,  Flynn  (2). 
Goals  from  touchdowns:  Settle,  2; 
Flynn,  3.  Substitutions:  Fairchild 
for  Leitzall,  Moriarity  for  Bissell; 
O’Connor  for  Aldrich. 


Happiness  does  not  depend  upon 
rank  or  station.  The  mind  is  the 
seat  of  happiness.  Kings  commit 
suicide,  millionaires  are  miserable, 
peasants  live  long  and  love  much. 
Cultivate  an  undergrowth  of  small 
pleasures.  Great  happiness  seldom 
reaches  age. — The  Silent  Partner. 


It  seems  strange  that  nearly  all 
of  man’s  natural  inclinations  lead 
straight  to  Hell. — The  Fun  Book. 


The  First  National  Bank 

PAYS  FOUR  Per  Cent  INTEREST 
ON  ITS  SAVINGS  ACCOUNTS 


YOU  ARE  ALWAYS  WEL¬ 
COME  AT  THIS  BANK 

♦ 

SAFETY  DEPOSIT  BOXES 
FOR  RENT 


I 

-❖ 


PRINCESS  THEATRE 

House  Peters  in  “Human  Hearts” 

NOVEMBER  13,  14,  15 

Also  Comedy 


